Fragments of Water 


Fragments of Water 


Jeremy Halinen 


orem \4aQimorv 


St. Andrews College Press 
1700 Dogwood Mile 
Laurinburg, NC 28352 


Winner of the 2003 Alan Bunn Memorial Chapbook Award 


A Fulcourt Chapbook 


A different version of “after my toes” previously appeared in 
Simple Vows 


Cover design by Kimberly Simon 
Cover photo by Jeremy Halinen 


Copyright © 2003 by Jeremy Halinen 


ISBN: 1-879934-99-X 


For you who are suffering 


and many Ahonko 


pet a3 
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after my toes 


wash my soul 1 said we lay on my bed with your tongue 

your entire soul he asked he rolled over to look at me 

my entire soul 1 said every curved centimeter start with my toes 

start with your toes he asked he got on all fours and crouched over me 
my toes i said after my toes wash where you like 

his tongue asked my toes which part it should wash next 


after the beginning 


i'm sitting in my garden 
smoking a blunt 
there’s a naked man 


to my left 
on the cover of a magazine 
called attitude 


his body 
from his pubic hair 
to his knees is 


hidden by a surfboard 
with the word 
naked on it 


he play-bites the tip of 
his thumb while 
with its creases 


his forehead smirks at me 
for trying to guess his name 
blades of a windmill 


are tattooed on his 
right forearm 
he wants the wind to blow 


an upside-down exclamation point 
sprouts from his stomach 
and his head covers up the 


the third t in attitude 
but the wind 
is not blowing 


i close my eyes 
and take another hit 
when i open them 


his eyes 
twin question marks 
train on mine 


1 become eve 
lean over 


blow on his forearm 


the tattoo spins 


The Butterfly 


Roy jumped off the swing before it had a chance to 
stop swinging, ran across the playground and stared at a 
large Monarch butterfly that was perched at the base of the 
Slide. He was surprised when it didn’t fly away at his 
approach. “Hi, Mr. Butterfly,’ he said. “How are you 
today?” The butterfly still didn’t move, and Roy began to 
count the black dots on its wings. 

Eight years later, Roy lay naked, face down, under a 
sheet. His face was hot, partly because he was angry, partly 
because he didn’t like anyone to see him without his clothes 
on. Lola, his mother, had practically forced him to take her 
massage appointment. She had stayed too long in the tan- 
ning bed the day before and was so badly burned now she 
could barely stand to wear her bathrobe. It was too late to 
reschedule the pre-paid massage so, if Roy didn’t use it, the 
money would go to waste. Lola couldn’t stand waste. 

There were eight black dots. One of them was espe- 
cially big, so big that Roy just had to touch it. He momen- 
tarily forgot that even a delicate touch would destroy the 
butterfly’s ability to fly and ran his finger across the dot. 
The butterfly fluttered its wings as soon as Roy touched it, 
but couldn’t manage to fly away. Roy realized his mistake 
and began to cry. 

As a tall man in his early thirties entered the small, 
dimly-lit room, Roy stared through the face cradle at the 
gray carpet beneath the massage table. “Well, Roy,” the man 
said, “I hope you’ve made yourself comfortable.” 

Roy didn’t know what to do, so he ran home from 
the park with the damaged Monarch, hoping, as hard as a 
nine-year-old can, that his mother would be able to heal it. 

The man had a voice like a river. No wonder Lola 
enjoyed being massaged by him. “So Mom got burned, eh?” 
he asked. Roy nodded awkwardly. “Well, tell her I hope she 
feels better soon.” 

“It’s a damn shame, Roy,” his mom said when she 
saw the butterfly. “You ought to think before you act.” She 
crushed it with the heel of her hand and dropped it into the 
garbage disposal. 


The man pulled back the sheet, exposing Roy’s slen- 
der shoulders and upper back. “So Roy, you’re mom told me 
you’ve never had a massage before. Is that so?” 

Because Roy’s mother forgot to turn on the water 
before switching on the garbage disposal, a cloud of butter- 
fly dust rose from the sink. The orange and white specks 
glistened in the sunlight shining through the kitchen win- 
dow. Roy turned and ran to his room. 

“Yes,” Roy said. He closed his eyes. 

“No!” Roy shouted. His mom was right. How could 
he have been so careless? He was tempted to go back to the 
kitchen and have her run his hand down the disposal too. 
Maybe that would teach him. 

“Well, you’re 1n for a treat, then.” The man poured 
massage oil into the palm of his hand and rubbed his hands 
together. He ran them delicately across Roy’s shoulders, 
then down his back. Roy shivered. “Don’t worry,” the man 
said. “It’ll warm up in a moment.” 

Roy felt cold. He sat on his bed and stared at his 
guilty finger. He had never killed anything so beautiful 
before. 

Roy hadn’t shivered because the massage oil was 
cold. He had shivered because he was being touched by a 
man. “So how old are you, Roy?” the man asked. He began 
to apply more pressure to his strokes. 

Roy had to do something—anything—to relieve the 
pressure in his head. He grabbed his pocketknife off of his 
dresser. 

“Seventeen,” Roy replied. The man was right. It 
hadn’t taken long for the oil to warm. That was not good. 
Without the cold to distract him, Roy could think about 
nothing but the man’s hands kneading his flesh. 

Roy sat down at his desk and sliced his finger. 

“Seventeen, hey? You’re a damn lucky guy. I didn’t 
have my first massage till I was twenty.” 

Roy squeezed his finger to increase the flow of 
blood, letting it drip onto the desktop until a little pool had 
formed. Then he put his finger in his mouth and pressed his 


tongue against the wound to stop the flow of blood. 

“Not till I went to massage school.” The man pulled 
the sheet down further, added some more oil to his hands 
and began to work on Roy’s lower back. “How is it so far? 
Let me know if you want more pressure, ok?” 

Roy gagged. The blood tasted salty. He took his fin- 
ger out of his mouth and pressed it against the palm of his 
other hand. 

“Actually, I'd like a little more pressure now,” Roy 
said. Maybe that would help. 

When the bleeding finally stopped, Roy took a piece 
of paper and a paper clip from his desk drawer. He unbent 
the paper clip and dipped its tip into the pool of blood. Then 
he began to write. 

The man pulled the sheet down further, exposing 
Roy’s rear. 

Roy read what he had written. It was a short poem, 
a haiku. He had learned about haiku at school. 

The man rubbed more oil into his hands and began 
to work lower. Roy swallowed a moan. What if the man 
asked him to turn over? Would he tell Mom? What would 
she say? Roy’s eyes scanned the carpet for something to dis- 
tract him from what the man’s hands were doing. Finally, 
Roy noticed a cluster of black stains on the carpet off to his 
left. Although they were almost out of his range of vision, 
he forced himself to focus on the largest of them. As he did 
so, the haiku he had written after killing the Monarch but- 
terfly years earlier fluttered before his eyes and, as the 
man’s hands began to apply more pressure, Roy recited it in 
a whisper: 


Flap, flap, butterfly; 
flap, flap, flap your wings; flap, flap, 
butterfly; flap, flap. 


names we’ve given them 


where do your poems 
come from she asked 
the door to door 

poetry salesman 1 don’t 
know he said 1 

don’t know but 17m 
fascinated with the word 
fascinated and 1 know 
flowers don’t like the 
names we've given them 


Listening Skills 
for M 


When you told me how you 

locked the bathroom door, leaned against it and 
slit your wrist (deeper than 

you’d intended), how the blood spurted onto the 
walls, the tub, the sink and 

the floor, how you ran your wrist under cold 
water to stop the bleeding while 

your mother pounded on the door demanding to 
know just what you were 

doing in there, young lady, how you grabbed a 
bandage and wrapped it round your 

still-bleeding wrist, how you tried to clean up the 
room with an old towel (to keep 

your mother from seeing the mess if she broke 
down the door) and how, at the 

same time, you inadvertently flung fresh blood 
from the bandage onto the walls, the 


tub, the sink and the floor, I laughed. Loudly. 


You wanted me to. 


3rd John 


John ironed his girlfriend’s 
panties till they were 
burned stiff. 


Then he folded them 
into airplanes. 


‘When you put them on,’ 
he told her, “‘you’ll feel 
like you’re flying!” 


2nd John 


John licked the wounds 
on his soul. 


That didn’t work, 
so he shot his dog. 


“So much for ‘learning 
from example,’” he said. 


Ist John 


John had a suspicion. 
He thought he might 
be a cannibal. 


So he cut off one 
of his toes, fried it 
and ate it. 


He was disappointed 
when he realized it 
tasted like chicken. 


“What did you expect?” 
his girlfriend asked. “You 
are what you eat.” 


The Intersection 
At the intersection, 
the drivers looked up 


too late to swerve 
or to slam on their brakes 


but not too late 
to look at each other 


before they smashed 
through their windshields 


and crashed into their first, 
and final, airborne kiss. 


frank 2 
for CAConrad 


when frank was a 

teenager his father found 
frank’s stash of gay 

poems and bit frank’s 
wrist frank grabbed a 

pair of scissors and 
plunged them into his 
father’s neck frank’s father 
never punished him again 


frank | 
for CAConrad 


when frank was a 
child he was chubby 
and his father worked 
in the deli section 

at a small grocery 

one night after hours 
frank’s father took him 
to the store and 

laid him stomach down 
on the meat slicer 

he sold sliced frank 
the next day for 

seven dollars a pound 


parents of other chubby 
children at frank’s school 
noticed frank’s rapid weight 
loss at the next 

pta meeting they asked 
frank’s father how frank 
had slimmed down so 

fast soon after they 

began to show up 

after hours at the 

deli with their own 

chubby children and frank’s 
father made his fortune 


Ii. 


On Ezra Pound Weg, the road that rises from die Brunneburg, 
Jesus’ arm is severed just below the shoulder. 


A prophecy broken, the arm rests on the crossbeam. 


So much for the lance of Longinus. 


Clouds drop water on the streams of Tirol. 
Every thing needs some thing to weep for it. 


A shadow of a crooked tree rests on a rock wall. 
My eyes see this. My feet brought me here. 


Shadow-leaves shaped like inverted teardrops 
Hang from shadow-branches. A shadow falls 


In the tunnel, I sing fragments of those hymns. 
The tunnel swallows them; my mother is not dead yet. 


Tears evaporate, become clouds. Rain never rises. 
In the end, tears always go down. 

I want to go down. 

I want to go where the tears have gone. 

II. 


Faces are tags, primitive points of reference. 
Names also, only more sophisticated. 


I see crosses and crucifixes, faces and names. 
The faces of the dead tell me their stories. 


I run my fingers over a crucified Christ. He is cold. 
2,000 years, and no one has thought to clothe him. 


I cannot warm him with my hands forever, 
Or take him down and lay him to rest. 


In the cemetery of Dorf Tirol, I stand, and I weep. 
Even saviors need someone to weep for them. 
Poet, I am giving you the keys to where the tears go. 


Words you loose will be loosed; words you bind will be bound. 


I will write about the delights of extinct species. 
I will write about the faces I’ve loved. 


Fragments of Water 


I. 


Streams of water: tiers of tears in Tirol 
Roll down hills, stain their sturdy cheeks. 


By a stream in Tirol, I stand and weep. 
Everyone needs someone to weep for them. 


By a stream in Tirol, I stand and sing: 
“My voice! My life!” The current swallows my song. 


My umbrellaed shadow walks before me. 
Ich bin der Weg, it seems to Say. 


A dove skims the rainwater; 
My eyes are seeing the glory of the Lord’s passing. 


The renovation-in-progress Schloss Tirol plays 
Hide-and-seek with my eyes in the fog. 


If you want to write a poem that will last forever, 
Write about what will always be. 


Then I will not write about suffering. 
I do not want it to last forever. 


Spiders spin webs around the caged lights 
Of the tunnel near Schloss Tirol. 


“At my funeral,’ said Mother, “sing ‘Abide With Me,’ 
‘Amazing Grace,’ and “Rock of Ages.’” 


we laugh as you 

dip your finger in 

your wine glass and 

rub a drop of 

chardonnay around the rim 
our laughter almost masks 
the c# hum of 

the glass so we 

stop laughing and listen 


we moan as the 

child at the next 

table dips his finger 

in his water glass 

and copies you trying 
his best to seem 

grown up he might 
have succeeded if his 
glass hadn’t hummed c 


Nipples 


My lover asked me 
not to walk around the 
house without a shirt on. 


He said my nipples 
were watching him like 
eyes, making him nervous. 


“They’re only watching 
you,’ I said, “because you’re 
a sight for sore nipples.” 


My lover said that was 
sweet, but he didn’t 
want to be stared at. 


Would I please put 
on a shirt or would he 
have to do it for me? 


“What if my nipples are 
afraid of the dark?” I 
asked. ““What then?” 


My lover said nipples, like 
eyes, are sensory organs and 
cannot be frightened. 


“Fear is in the mind,” he 
said. “Your nipples 
will be fine.” 


Now That You’re Popular, and I’m Not 


i 


Now, the thought of 
kissing you 
doesn’t frighten me. 


I put two fingers 
to my lips. 
They are your lips. 


fi 


I step into 
a wetter world. 
You are not in it. 


But your lips are. 
I am kissing them. 
And drowning. 


October 6th, 2002 


On October 6th, 2002, in the 
afternoon, I walked past a man 
in Rome who was 


buried up to his thighs 
in the sidewalk. 
Key words: walked past. 


Implication: did not stop. 
Less than an hour later, 
in Rome’s Piazza Novana, I 


wrote the following in my journal: 
I also saw two legless beggars, 
one “standing” on the sidewalk 


on his stumps. Rather 
disconcerting and 
disturbing. I wondered 


if perhaps he really 
had legs and they 
were just hidden in 


holes in the sidewalk. 
I would have taken a 
picture of him but felt 


it wouldn’t be right, 
especially if I didn’t 
give him any money. 


Years before, 
I wrote 
the following poem: 


let all men with legs 
remember that they’re 
blessed 


I shaped the poem 
like the beggar 
on the sidewalk in Rome. 


Unnatural selection, 
that I should have 
legs and he should not. 


Unnatural selection, 
that I should have walked 
past him, my pockets 


full of change. 
If I had written 
“let all men with legs” 


just before I walked by, 
would I 
have walked by? 


Would I have written 
what I wrote in my journal? 
These are the questions 


of a poet who has 
made mistakes and 
knows it. 


Some days, all is lost 
in the search for 
the meaning of meaning, 


and I cannot stand face 
to face with you or 
look at the face of a clock 


without seeing a scowl. 
I wrote that poem 
before I saw him. 


If I had written it 
after I saw him, 
the lines “and I cannot 


stand face / to face 
with you” would read: 
and I cannot stand face 


to face with my mirror. 
I often tell myself 
that I regret 


nothing I have done 
and nothing 
I have not done. 


I am not sure if 
it is easier to live with 
or without a lie. 


On October 6th, 2002, in the 
evening, I wrote the 
following in my journal: 


About 45 minutes ago, 
I saw an Italian 
woman with crossed eyes 


talking on a cell phone, 
and it was a revelation 
of sorts for me, realizing 


that Italians, too, can 
have crossed eyes. 
Had I already forgotten 


about the beggar? 
I will never 
forget the beggar. 


I remembered him 
on the evening of 
February 23rd, 2003, 


when I woke in terror 
because I'd forgotten 
how to administer CPR. 


In a dream, I’d been 
trying to bring a 
body back to life, to dislodge 


something from its throat. 
After a few minutes, 
the something went down 


into the stomach, instead of 
up and out the mouth. 
The torso lived, 


but I had failed, and 
I woke to the image 
of the man with no legs. 


and there is that moment 
when the one you love 
becomes the one you loved 


I wrote that poem on 
October 12th, 2002. 
I had recently discovered 


that the man I was 
in love with was falling 
for someone else. 


I could, however, have 
written it in reference 
to myself, for I love 


myself. Should a man 
who walks past a legless 
man begging on the street 


love himself if he 
does not stop and give 
him all that he can? 


I don’t have to take 
care of them. They will 
live on without me. 


If everyone thought 
that way, would they? 
Would they live on? 


Swallow clouds, and 
rain will fall 
in your stomach. 


Another poem I wrote, 
followed now by a 
revision of it: 


Swallow clouds and 
walk by a beggar 
without taking your hands 


out of your pockets, 
and acid rain will fall 
in your stomach. 


The beggar did not smile 
when I walked past him 
on a street in Rome. 


Neither did I. 
So, you have seen the world? 
No. The world has seen me. 


piece 


the 
child 
putting the india __— piece 
into the world puzzle 


has no idea how 
many lives she’s 
holding in 
her 
tiny 
hand 


Symbol 


for Sam 


I search for a 
Word 

to symbolize you: 
lioness? 


She slaughters by day 
to feed her man, 

but I’m sure she 

cries at night. 


But you, 

Love, 

all you kill is yourself, 
for yourself. 


It seems these days 
a man can’t 

live without killing 
himself. 


You, too, 

Love, 

cry at night, dead in 
your bed. 


If you didn’t, 

you'd be 

dead in the morning, 
too. 


tried 


broke. watched bubbles rise. waited. 
lived. 


swam. cursed god. twice. 
god cared. 


leapt. to choke. on air. 
didn’t. 


decided. to offer myself. to larger fish. 
there weren't. 


slept. dreamt. was a man. jumped. 
off a pier. 


broke. watched bubbles rise. waited. 


eee nh 
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Experimental, weaving dialogue | 
with chant, offbeat humor with 
grim storytelling, Fragments of 
Water repeatedly enters the 

scene of the crime, calling to the 


readers attention both losses of 
innocence and moments of tragic 
redemption. 


—Jean Monahan 


